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teen hours out of the twenty-four, and the only relaxa-
tion I allowed myself was a walk round the Serpentine.
I generally dined at a small and excellent &02u/-a-Za-
mode sort'of eating-house called the Albany in Picca-
dilly, and my dinner rarely cost me more than a shilling
and a penny. The penny went to the waiter, and the
shilling procured me an excellent plat du jour and a
glass of mighty light ale.

I denied myself all sport except a very occasional
ride on some "real brute" which required breaking,
belonging to a riding-master who often sat next to me
at dinner. It was the head waiter at the Albany (he
was an ex-pugilist and had no nose and only one eye)
who gave me my taste for boxing and some priceless
lessons as well. I became quite a good feather-
weight boxer in after years, and always loved the
noble art.

When I was about thirty I had a three-round fight
with a railway van driver who was maltreating a horse*
I cut the man's face to ribbons, which seemed to affect
him but little, but he broke my nose badly, which
annoyed me very considerably and spoilt my beauty for
good and all. We fought in Portland Place about tea-
time in the very height of the season, and only left off
owing to police interference.

In 1869 I went up for my competitive examination.
Besides others, several men from Surridge's went up
with me, every one of whom could give and had for
months in the classroom given me a stone and a beating
in all subjects except foreign languages.

I told Surridge I thought it utter folly to compete